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in dancing, and in song. And let one of you run and fetch Demo-
docus the lyre that is so tuneful in his hands. They left it lying
somewhere in my house.'
At the King's word, an equerry set off to fetch the well-made
instrument from the palace, and the official stewards, a com-
mittee of nine, took matters in hand. These were public servants
who supervised all the details on such occasions. They now
swept the dancing-floor and cleared a ring wide enough for the
performance. Meanwhile the equerry came up to Demodocus
and handed him his tuneful lyre. The minstrel then moved for-
ward to the centre; a band of expert dancers, all in the first bloom
of youth, took up their positions round him; and their feet came
down on the sacred floor with a scintillating movement that
filled Odysseus with admiration as he watched.
Presently the bard's fine voice was heard above the music of
his lyre. His theme was the love of Ares and Aphrodite of the
beautiful crown. He sang of their first and stealthy meetings in
Hephaestus' palace; of the many gifts Ares made her, and of the
dishonour he did to King Hephaestus' bed. But the Sun-his lay
went on to tell ~ had witnessed their loving embraces and came
to inform Hephaestus, who, when he heard the galling truth,
went straight to his workshop with his heart full of evil thoughts,
laid his great anvil on the stithy and forged a chain network that
could neither be broken nor undone, so as to keep them prison-
ers for ever. His fury with Ares inspired him as he worked,
and when the snare was finished he went to the room where
his bed was laid and threw the netting right round the bedposts.
A number of further lengths were attached to the rafters over-
head and hung down light as gossamer and quite invisible even
to the blessed gods. It was a masterpiece of cunning work.
When he had thus surrounded the bed and set his trap, he
made a pretence of leaving for the pleasant town ofLemnos, his
favourite spot on earth. Meanwhile Ares of the Golden Reins
had not kept watch for nothing. Directly he saw the Master-
craftsman leave, he made his way to the great god's house, filled
with a passionate desire for Cythereia of the lovely crown. Now

